BARBARIAN STORIES

him I could feel the edges of it, and his sword and
dagger as well. There were Radimir, the three sons,
and about twenty of the men, with a few led horses;
they went south-west at a steady trot, and my arm
ached up to the shoulder.

After a time Giamund spoke: 'Are you here
willingly or unwillingly, Cassian?' I answered that
I was unwilling, and he said: 'You've got to be
willing when the time comes. I'll be behind with
my dagger.' Then again, when I didn't answer:
'Well, are you going to be sensible? It'll save
trouble in the long run.'

We were jolting down-hill and my wrist hurt abom-
inably. *I don't care what you do to me!' I said. 'I'm
a Roman citizen and it's my duty to protect my own
laws from a pack of Goths! I'll obey you as long as I
can decently, but now I can't and won't! Your Uncle
murdered a man, and I shan't be sorry if he swings
for it!'

After I'd said this I got rather frightened, because
nobody said anything, and I thought Giamund was
going to be angry and hit me, and I didn't so much
mind being killed, but I did hate the idea of anyone
hitting my sore arm again for a bit! But instead,
Giamund began to laugh, and he rubbed his hand
through my hair and called out to his father: 'Cassian
doesn't want Uncle rescued. He won't do what he's
told, and says we're a pack^of Goths! What's to be
done with him?'

'Throw him off on to the road,' answered Radimir
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